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	1. Default Chapter Title

a/n: This is a sappy romantic chapter, but the rest gets...well, gruesome. I hope you all like horror, with a nice and heavy dose of happily ever after. 

"I can't believe you're going to Salem, Hermione!" cried Ginny, hugging her husband, Harry's shoulder. "It seams like yesterday we got out of Hogwarts, and here you go, leaving us!" 

"Now, now, Ginny, dear, don't make it any harder for poor Hermione to leave," sighed Harry. Then, to Hermione, "Do take care, old girl. You're only twenty three, nothing much to go write home about, and you must understand that the whole world isn't wonderful." 

"Oh, my dear, dear friends," sobbed Hermione, "How can I ever leave you?" 

"Well," laughed Ron, "Like this!" 

With that, he scooped her up, put her on his flying motorcycle (a gift from Hagrid as a graduation present) and waved madly as he took off. 

"Good bye!!! I'll miss you!" Cried Hermione down to her friends as they began to get smaller with distance. 

"We'll owl you every day!" Was the only response the wind allowed as the two friends flew off into the clouds. 

"Oh, Ron, I can't believe I'm leaving." 

"Come, now, Herm, it won't be that bad," said Ron. Actually, that's not what he was thinking. What he thought was that he would never see his best friend ever again. 

************************************************************ 

"I can't believe it. There's the plane, see, past that mountain there? I can't believe I'm leaving. It's like...well...oh, God, I'm going to miss you." Hermione gasped, choking back a lump that wanted to make her shake with tears. 

"Look, don't be unhappy, I've made you a photo album to remember us by." 

"It's not like I'm going to go away for more than a year! It's just one assignment to go find out how the people react to magic and witchcraft." 

"Well, maybe, just in case. Also, it's got a built in molecular scrambler (thanks to Percy), sort of like the Muggles' mail-e ["e-mail," sighed Hermione] systems, only better." 

"Oh, Ron, thank you so much!" Smiled Hermione. As she stepped off the motorcycle, she turned around and gave Ron a light kiss on the cheek. His ears turned bright scarlet, and he stiffened, neurotic. 

"Erm, Herm? I...have something to tell you...it's...um, well, to be quite frank, it's about Cho." 

"Please, what ever it is, can't you e-mail it to me?" Asked Hermione, running to the plane. 

"It's called Molecular Scrambling," grumbled Ron. 

"E-mail is easier to say. Look, I have to go! Love you! Tell Ginn and Harry I love them, too!" 

************************************************************ 

A miserable, twenty-five year old woman stared down at an old photo album. She hadn't opened it for two years. She looked up at the clock on her blue stucco wall. It read 2:13 am. 

"Good," she thought aloud. "The Agency won't be tracking me now. I can open it in peace." 

The "Agency" was a group of Muggles who had caught her using magic and when she denied the charge of being a witch, they let her go back home (they had kept her in a jail cell), but they followed her 24/7. Or, at least, 22/7. They let her be at two and three o'clock, but only because they felt she would be asleep. Two and Three o'clock were the times she did not sleep, for that exact reason. 

She was surprised at the way they followed her-she knew the past of Salem Village, but she thought that after the Salem Witch Trials, the whole witch-wizard-devil deal would drop. Unfortunately, it didn't. 

The woman fathomed the reason she had not opened this almost-sacred book for two years. "Well, there was only one reason," she told herself. As much as she hated to admit it, the reason was Ron. 

Hermione remembered the moment she first opened the book. She was in America already, as she didn't want to startle any one with the molecular scrambler, because it opened as a hologram, only it was fairly smaller than normal holograms you would expect to see. She waited till she got to the hotel she was staying at to open it. When she did, it was to see a little red owl-shaped button which was hooting, "You Have One New Message". 

Upon reading the message (actually, the message was read to her by Ron, because the voice is recorded when sending a message by MS'ing), Hermione learned that Ron and Cho Chang were dating, (did she mind?) because Hermione was gone, and Harry was married, just for the heck of it, and Ginny was soon to have Harry's baby (no surprise to Hermione). 

It was one year ago she had opened the book. The last letter was a little much. 

"Herm," it read, "You know you and I will always be best friends, but there's something, or more precisely, some one, who might make me a little more like Harry. I'm not sure, but I'll tell you the out come of what I'm going to do when I find out. Well, chow." 

Hermione didn't want to know the out come. She knew that if he was going to be like Harry, then either he was going to get in a big fight with Voldemort to get a lightning bolt scar, or he was going to ask Cho to marry him. Hermione had a feeling that Ron was not going to go get in a fight with one of the most evil and powerful wizards in the world. 

Hermione opened the album, to see a little red owl with a flashing light saying, "You Have Two-Hundred Fifty Nine New Messages!!! You Have Two-Hundred Fifty Nine New Messages!!! You Have Two-Hundred Fifty Nine New Messages!!!". With that, Hermione pushed the owl, and Ron's came up. 

"Hi, Herm! Guess what? Cho and I are getting married! The wedding's gonna be the twenty-fifth of November, can you come?" Sadly, Hermione looked at the date of this message. November 12, 1999. She sighed, and thought of the date today. December twenty-four, 2001. 

The messages went on, with them going through the birth of Joe, Ginny and Harry's son, then the marriage of Cho and Ron (why didn't you come, Hermione?) and then, on the two hundred fifty-eighth message, Ron told her about the first fight. 

"Oh, God, Herm," moaned Ron, "I can't believe her! No doubt why Harry told me not to marry her. Last night, it was about four in the morning, to tell the truth, and in walks Cho, drunk as can be, when she had said she was going to be back by 8:00. In the morning, I asked her where she had been, and she started screaming at me. I don't know what is up with her. Love always, Ron." 

Hermione listened to the last letter, and was about to start writing back to Ron when what should happen but the Agency smashed the door down, and, followed by about fifty Muggles, carrying pitchforks and torches. It was five o'clock. 

"Damn!" Hissed Hermione. "I don't think this'll work, as it hasn't the past few times I've tried to do this, but here it goes..." 

With a flick of her wand and much to her surprise, Hermione's bags were packed, and with another flick, she and all her belongings apperated to Diagon Alley. 

************************************************************ 

"Dear Ron," Hermione said/wrote into the molecular scrambler, "I'm at Diagon Alley, staying at The Three Broomsticks, can you come meet me here tomorow at noon? I've got a lot to explain to you. Why don't you bring Cho? Love from Hermione." 

She pressed the send button, closed the book, and went down to the restarunt part of Three Bromsticks for a butter-beer, and saw none other than one of her best friends, Harry Potter. 

"Harry!" Cried Hermione. "Oh my God, it's you!" 

"Excuse me, Miss, but I don't believe we've met?" Said Harry, cringing at the thought of another fan. 

"Harry...y-you don't remember me?" Gasped Hermione. Whipping a mirror out of her pocket, Hermione realized what she looked like. Sighing, she tapped her head with her wand, and her hair was magicly washed, cut and brushed, then her face was catered to. She laughed and, eyes twinkling, "Ah, Mr. Potter, allow me to introduce myself. I'm a great fan of yours. I would happen to be a twenty-five year old Muggle born witch by the name of Hermione Granger." 

Harry fell off the bench he was sitting on. 

************************************************************ 

It was twelve noon at the Three Broomsticks. Hermione nervously flattened her hair and looked at her watch. It was half an hour since Ginny and Joe had come in, and ten minutes since conversation had run dry. Then the door opened, and in walked a sour faced Cho, followed by Ron. 

"Cho." Hermione nodded, then, "Ron, how good to see you!" 

"Ron, you did not drag me half way across England to have a shity little family reunion!" Cried Cho, glowering at Harry and Ginny half way across the room. "Let me guess, next you're going to tell me that old geezer, Hagrid, is coming, too?" 

That created quite a bit of tention. 

"Oh, the man who saved all of our necks dozens, no, hundreds of times is now considered a geezer!?" Spat Hermione to Ginny, who was just staring in shock at Cho. 

"Well, it doesn't matter, because I've got a few friends coming to go shoping with me. Good bye." Cho turned her snotty nose up in the air and marched away, leaving Ron looking rather uncomfortable. 

"Hello to you, too." Laughed Harry. "This is why I told you not to marry her, Ron, when will you start listen to me?" 

Ron, ignoring Harry, said to Hermione, "My, my, do you have some explaining to do. How 'bout it?" 

"Oh, darn, we must go, Harry," sighed Ginny with a hint of amusement, as Joe began to bawl. "Hermione, darling, we must get a chance to talk. Lets do lunch tomorow, same time, shall we?" 

"Er, well, yes, ok," murmered Hermione, eyes drifting from Ginny. 

************************************************************ 

"And once again, why could't you leave?" Prompted Ron with a grin. 

"Ron! It's not funny! The sheriff happened to be our old buddy, Malfoy, and he bewitched my house so I couldn't use magic in it and they locked me in. What I didn't know was that the MS gave me an extra bost so I could use magic even though the house was hexed." 

"Hermione, I'm surprised at you! Being outwitted by that silly Draco Malfoy? I thought you and he were over that sixth year fued already," laughed Ron. 

"Ha ha, very funny. Just because I dumped him and still didn't go out with you gives you no right or reason laugh. And I'd like to see you get out of a de-spell curse!" 

"Look, calm down girl! I'm just kidding. Kidding. Got that?" Ron shook his head and looked past Hermione to the man serving drinks. Then, in a very low susurration, "I think that weird waiter guy over is eavesdropping. C'mon, lets go." 

"Go? Go where?" Asked Hermione as she watched Ron pay the bill for the meal they had eaten. 

"Well," pondered Ron, "We could go...well, hum, how bout where you're staying? I'd say we could go to my place, only Cho locked me out, and I'm waiting to get my new wand so I can get back in." 

************************************************************ 

"I can't believe what she's turned into. All though, she was never really pleasant when she was at Hogwarts. What do you mean Harry told you not to marry her?" Hermione asked as she unlocked the door to her room. "I was so lucky to get this room! Do you know the history of it?" 

Without waiting to see if Ron cared, Hermione began rambling on about the history of the room. Ron was gazing earnestly at Hermione, not caring about the history even in the slightest. 

"But the weird part is that there is this curse on the room, but all there is to tell that there is a curse or what the curse is is this eerie riddle. It goes like this: Upon a heap of gold gone black, lays two beings just like that, mangled bones in a row, a rack of racy lips do speak, a thousand words a heart does beat, and..." 

After a moment of hesitation, Ron inquired, although he still didn't care, "And?" 

"Well, that's the eerie part. It just..ends. I know that the first part is talking about people being unfaithful, but the riddle just ends, so I don't know what the rest is. But I sup-" 

Hermione was cut short as Ron pulled her close to his chest and whispered, "Hermione, for once in my life, I understand Snape's reasoning. Shut up,". With that, he kissed her gently on the lips. Hermione sank into his arms, not caring what might come of it. The poor girl had spent her life being prude, and now she finally let go to the real world for a few fleeting seconds. Then she realized what she was doing, flinched from his touch and backed away. 

"What?" A startled Ron blinked and rubbed his lower lip. 

"My God, Ron, don't act so stupid!" Cried Hermione, at the brink of tears. "You're married!" 

"Yeah, so? I love you, not her. You should know that by now," shrugged Ron. 

"But Ron! The curse!" Protested Hermione. 

"A bunch of hocus-pocus. You know that. Now about Ch-" 

"Oh, oh, Ron, look, oh, the curse, Ron, the Curse! Get out! Oh, you have to get out! Leave, Ron!" Screamed Hermione, who was staring wide-eyed at the wall, seeming to be reading something. Ron ran as fast as he could. 

************************************************************ 

*Finish* 

I know my story is insane, but: 

"In a world of fools, only the king of fools can survive." ~Anonymous 


	2. Default Chapter Title

a/n-sorry it took me so long to get this up. It's just that I have so much work to do all the time and I don't   
>always get around to typing the three hours a day that I need for my stories. But whatever. If anyone has <br>any suggestions for this story, please leave a review and tell me what you think should happen next. I   
>would be much obliged if anyone would care to help. Thanx.<br>  
>Disclaimer: I do not own Harry; Hermione; Ron; Ginny; Butterbeer; Cho; Hogwarts; Hogsmeade; Voldie; <br>or anything like that (though I really wished I did-I'd be rolling in the dough!). I do own Joe, Madame   
>Flutterfly and "That weird guy who iswas eavesdropping," (a.k.a. Juancho, pronounced Wan-Cho)   
>though, so don't take them with out my permission. Oh, and I own Owen, too, and Piper. And Meg. And <br>that really annoying reporter who ruins everything, only I wish I didn't.  
><br>I do not hate Cho, I think she is quite nice, actually, but she is evil...for the time being. I wrote the last   
>piece, as you all know, before reading the fourth book. That accounts for the animosity goin' down.<br>  
>And to who ever it was who thought Joe was a boring name, that is only his nick name. His full name is <br>Serrias Joseph Potter. They just call him Joe because it's easier. So happy reading. Or what eva.  
><br>************************************************************  
><br>"My God, Ron, what happened up there?" Harry asked, with a concerned look at Hermione, who was now   
>out cold, as Ginny draped a cold cloth over her forehead. "When Ginny got up there, Hermione was <br>shaking like crazy, having a seizure or something and screaming about a curse. What was going on up   
>there?"<br>  
>"I'd like to know that, too!! Was there a fight? Was there something juicy to gossip about???" A nosy <br>reporter with greasy black hair elbowed Harry out of the way to get over to Ron, who had his head in his   
>hands and was shaking like mad.<br>  
>"Know what? I think we should talk about this over a nice, hot mug of Butterbeer. You know, a man to <br>man talk?"  
><br>Ron had a pleading look in his eyes, so Harry sighed and said to no one in particular, "Ten minutes. Then   
>I'm going to get info on this curse."<br>  
>They left the reporter looking very put out. Shaking his head, he followed the path the two men had taken <br>just a few seconds ago, listening to every detail of the story.  
><br>************************************************************  
><br>"Ron, you are a fool," Harry sighed after Ron told his story. "How many times must I tell you-you   
>shouldn't have married Cho and never ever underestimate Hermione. You shouldn't have done that either, <br>you know, kiss her, cuz you *are* married and you should never have been unfaithful when you heard that   
>curse. You're such an imbecile, a moron. What the hell were you thinking?"<br>  
>Harry slapped the back of Ron's head, and Ron looked down in shame. "I know, I was wrong. I just can't <br>stand Cho any more. I can't, and I...well, you heard the speech. Why did I go and marry Cho? I didn't   
>even love her, not like Hermi."<br>  
>"Cuz you're a moron, you're insane, you've got bad judgment, and I have no idea. And Ron, you did love <br>Cho. I know you did, you two just...changed. But look, your ten minutes are up. To the library. I have a   
>feeling that the Hogwarts Restricted section might help," Lectured Harry, sipping his butterbeer <br>thoughtfully. He sighed, and said sadly, "If only Dumbledore were still around. He'd know what to do."  
><br>"Why do I have a feeling that you are right? A big, fat curse-filled book for some light bedtime reading   
>will certainly make me feel better," Ron replied sarcastically. Harry called Madame Flutterfly (who had <br>taken over for Madame Rosemeretta [sp?]) and asked for his bill. He then surveyed the people in the   
>room, noticing the reporter who had been bothering them earlier, coming around the corner of the tavern, <br>grinning wickedly.  
><br>Handing Ron a slip of paper, he mumble in an undertone so as no one would hear him, "Find Neville, he   
>can help you. He has some connections, and his older sister Meg is big with Curses in this area. Here's his <br>address."  
><br>With that, he took out his wand from inside his robes and disapparated. Ron sighed, and was about to take   
>out his wand when he remembered that he was currently wandless. He opened the paper, and ran a tired <br>hand through his hair. He rose heavily to his feet and started out the door.  
><br>What he did not see was the waiter with the strange looking face who had been eavesdropping an hour   
>before had just disappeared under an invisibility cloak.<br>  
>************************************************************<br>  
>It had only taken Ron ten minutes to get to Neville's flat, as it was situated only down the street from the <br>Three Broomsticks. Then it took another thirty minutes until he could actually get to the point of the   
>conversation.<br>  
>"So, how have you been?" Neville inquired, "Any new girlfriends?"<br>  
>"Neville," Ron groaned, holding the l's longer than usual, "You *know* I'm married for two years now. <br>You went to the wedding."  
><br>"Of course," Neville chuckled, slightly uneasily. "I'm just teasing you."  
><br>This went on for quite a while after, Neville brewing over every details of the Ron's life. Of course, this   
>was highly unnecessary, considering they had seen each other only a few months ago. Ron finally had to <br>scream at Neville to shut the bloody hell up before he could get down to business. Of course, Neville was   
>mad at Ron for yelling at him, but he got over it.<br>  
>"Mmm hum, yep, Meg. My big sister Meg...It's weird, everyone comes to me to get Meggy for curses, and <br>no one goes to her to get help from me. That irritates me, it really does," Realizing Ron did not care, he   
>shrugged and went on, "Meg is in Cairo right now with a study group, or what ever. She won't be back for <br>three months, so you'll have to make out on your own."  
><br>Ron heaved a great sigh and rose heavily to his feet. He felt as if he had aged twenty years in the past two   
>hours. He muttered as much as to himself as anything else, "Why do I get myself into these messes?"<br>  
>Neville nodded in agreement. Ron said his good bye's and started back to town. Looking down at his <br>watch, which had its hands on WAND'S FIXED, he decided to go to the repair shop and get things done   
>from there.<br>  
>As Ron walked away, Neville smiled slightly. There was a loud *THUMP* at the back of the flat, which <br>he had to attend to. He closed the door quietly behind him.  
><br>***********************************************************  
><br>Wand repaired, Ron apparated to the Three Broomsticks. He knew a secret passage way through the back   
>to get to Hogwarts, which seemed to be his next stop. From there, he could access the library, get <br>information from McGonagall, or contact Sirus or Remus. Of course he could always apparate to   
>Hogwarts, but this was a route he and Harry and Hermione had taken many times when they were still in <br>school, and he needed time to sort out everything that was going through his head at the present time.  
><br>Of course, it wasn't all that easy. As soon as he arrived at the Three Broomsticks, he was bombarded from   
>all directions by reporters. He saw, from the corner of his eye, the greasy-hared reporter grinning, <br>counting up a handful of gold coins. He turned around to walk to some other place in town, and bumped   
>into none other than...<br>  
>"Hello, Cho, hone-" He stopped short as he felt a sharp, stinging pain in his cheek. Cho had just slapped <br>him with all of her might.  
><br>"Hey!" He exclaimed, "What was that for??"  
><br>A furious Cho brandished a copy of the Hourly Update, a newspaper derived from the Daily Prophet. On   
>the front page was Ron, holding his head in his hands, talking to Harry. The headline read, "Local Man <br>Found Setting off Curses at Nearby Hotel." Skimming it, he only picked up a few words. The main   
>sentence, of course, that caught his attention read, "...making out with an American witch, though he was <br>already married, he set off a curse...".  
><br>"Oh, wonderful..." he grumbled, he ran a hand through his wiry red hair. Just as the reporters closed in,   
>two teenagers apperated next to him.<br>  
>The first, a boy looking to be the age of sixteen, took hold of one of Ron's arms and said to the other, <br>"Ready, Pipe?"  
><br>"When ever you are, Oh-hen!" She grinned back and grabbed the other arm. Together, they lifted up their   
>wands, and dissapperated.<br>  
>Bringing Ron with them. The last thing he saw was an enraged Cho and a swirl of light. Then there was <br>no more.  
><br>  
>************************************************************<br>  
>AN: Hope you guys liked it. More coming real soon. R/R, pleassse!! That's what got me to write this   
>sequel. If it hadn't been for you (the 1189 people to read my story) this second part would not be here.<br>  
>Preview of next part:<br>  
>"W-who are you?" Stuttered Ron, facing the two kids.<br>  
>"I'm Owen, and she's Piper. Now I suggest you give us all the details on this curse, cuz we can fix it. But <br>if you don't, there's no one who will be able to get your girlfriend out of the hospital," replied the boy.  
><br>"Hermi's-not-my-girlfriend-are-you-threatining-me-are-you-with-the-press?" Ron growled through his   
>teeth all in one breath.<br>  
>"Woah, chill man, we're here to help," said the girl defensively.<br>  
>"Why help me? What reason do you have?"<br>  
>"Well, none, really," She shrugged, then whispered "But Dumbledore seems to have a reason."<br>  
>"But...Dumbledore's dead!" Ron exclaimed. The girl, Piper, did not answer. She only raised her perfectly-<br>shaped eye brows and smilled.  
> <p><p>


End file.
